PASSERS BY
I
IN Washington, District of Columbia, the c Fall * sun
shone, and all that was not evergreen or stone in Rock
Creek Cemetery was glowing. Before the Saint Gaudens
statue Soames Forsyte sat on his overcoat, with the marble
screen to his back, enjoying the seclusion and a streak of
sunlight passaging between the cypresses,
With his daughter and her husband he had been up here
already, the afternoon before, and had taken a fancy to
.the place. Apart from the general attraction of a cemetery,
this statue awakened the connoisseur within him. Though
not a thing you could acquire, it was undoubtedly a work
of art, and produced a very marked effect. He did not
remember a statue that made him feel so thoroughly at
home. That great greenish bronze figure of seated woman
within the hooding "olds of her ample cloak seemed to
carry him down to the bottom of his own soul. Yesterday,
in the presence of Fleur, Michael, and other people, all
gaping like himself, he had not so much noted the mood
of the thing as its technical excellence, but now, alone, he
could enjoy the luxury of his own sensations. Some called
it 'Nirvana,' some 'The Adams Memorial.' He didn't
know, but in-any case there it was, the best thing he had
come across in America, the one that gave him the most
pleasure, in spite of all the water he had seen at Niagara
and those skyscrapers in New York. Three times he had
changed his position on that crescent marble seat, varying
his sensations every time. From his present position the
woman had passed beyond grief. She sat in a frozen